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lence from the King and an invitation to re-enfcer his
service.

As I was now wearied with wandering, and desirous of
settling down in life; and as I had been deprived of those
affections which render home delightful, I determined to
find in the creations of art some consolation, and some
substitute for that domestic bliss which I value above all
other blessings. I resolved to create a paradise. I purchased
a large estate in the vicinity of Naples, with a palace and
beautiful gardens. I called in the assistance of the first
artists in the country; and I availed myself, above all, of the
fine taste of my friend Winter. The palace was a Palladian
pile, build upon a stately terrace covered with orange and
citron trees, and to which you ascended by broad flights of
marble steps. The formation of the surrounding country
was highly picturesque, hills beautifully peaked or un-
dulating, and richly wooded, covered with the cypress and
the ilex, and crowned with the stone pine. Occasionally
you caught a glimpse of the blue sea and the brilliant
coast.

Upon the terrace, upon each side of the portal, I have
placed a colossal sphinx, which were excavated when I was
at Thebes, and which I was fortunate enough to purchase.
They are of rosecoloured granite, and as fresh and sharp as
if they were finished yesterday. There is a soft majesty and
a serene beauty,in the countenances, which are remarkable,

It is my intention to build in these beautiful domains
a Saracenic palace, which my oriental collections will befit,
but which I hope also to fill with the masterpieces of
Christian art. At present I have placed in a gallery some
fine specimens of the Venetian, Roman, and Eclectic schools,
and have ranged between them copies in marble, by
Bertolini, of the most celebrated ancient statues. In one
cabinet, by itself, is the gem of my collection, a Magdalen
by Murillo; and, in another, a sleeping Cxi pid, by Canova,
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